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The play is done, 


PROLOGUE. 


ADTIES and Gentlemen. I am that Rogue, 


| That's fix d upon to kill this dear Prologue. 
The Author cries, you're wrong you ing elf, 
Let it alone; you'll hear 't'will 411 it ef. 


the Farce Intirely new; 
Written in Ly NN,————/z Lynn! 


3 I pray by Who? — 
By one I fear who'd little elſe to do 
Where was it Vrote, I hear the Critics ſay? 

J tell ye Lynn. In Lynn;— Away, away. 


« 


Such ſcribling nonſenſe! Lud! I cannot bear it: 


Ladies I wonder you can ſit to hear it, | 
The plot— the fzle— It's killed ſo many ways, 
It is enough to make us ſick of plays; 

So dull— fo heavy and ſo unpolite, 


„ 


I'm ſure 1 wiſh I'd kept at home to Night. 


Another ſpeaks,— cenforious— loud as Thunder, 
If it was good I'm certain I ſhould wonder. 

Thus they go on, with all their uſual raill'ry 

In Box, and Pit, as well as upper Gal//ry; 


But hark ye, Sirs— mine was a falſe pretence ? 


This Farce is new Tran/lated from the French, 

I only told the other tale to teaze ye, 

A Frenchman wrote it, — now, I know twill pleaſe ye; - 
Yes, yes. I'm right. You hate the Engliſh drama, 

I Like old England beſt; that's fact.— Elſe Damme. 

J hope that don't offen.]; pray Sirs be quiet; 

You cannot ſure come here to breed a Niet. 


Be merciful,— the Author's faults conceal, 


And do not Break a Fl; upon a Wheel. 

How can you be ſo Cruel; ſo Severe, 

To execute for crimes, before you hear? 

He aims at no one ſo, no one can hit 

Except who's conſcious,— that the cap will fit 


Loaded with thoughts, —how he ſhould AR to pleaſe ye 
He'll freely take it back, if that will eaſe ye. 


Ladies— to you this Farce he will Submit, 


Conſcious of Guilt, unwilling thus: to teaze ye, } 


To your Sound Judgment. and Unerring Wit; 
And if it meets with your fair Approbation, 
He fears not all the Citic . in the Nation. 
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Mrs. 


Mrs. 


M E N. 


Mr. Witwoud, 4 Farmer. 

Watchful, 4 Sharper. 
Thread. à Taylor. 
Trip, 4 Shoe-maker. 
Shaveſquare, a Barber. 
Sharper, Landlord of an Inn on the Road. 
Quickly, Landlord of an Inn in Londen. 
Hodge, Servant to Witwoud. 
John, Servant to a Neighbouring Farmer. 


WOME N. 


Quickly, Wife to Quickly. 
Sharper, Wife to Sharper. 


Mary, 


& 


| Kate, 


4 Servants to Mrs: WWitwoud, 


J 


Scene a Helle Country-houſe, 


- Rd 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mrs. Witwoud, Wi: ife to Mr: Witwoud. 


WE 


rs 0 
give me fold of your fiſt, (/hakes hands) how dg 


WIDGET TOGEANTIC IDEA deres 
AYE RHP ISR CPE RHINE 


T HE: 


FARMER's 
Journey to LoN DON; 
A Farce in Three ACTS. 


& 8 . 0 


SCENE I. A little Country Houſe, where Hodge 
and ohn meet by Chance. 


Joun. 
I E LL. Hodge, Boy, How goes it? You 
W look a little croſs about ſomething. I 
hope all things are right *twixt you and 
Come Boy, Iam glad to ſee you, 


times go at your ho ? thof I ſuppoſe much as they 
do at ours, Lords and Ladies inſtead of Farmers. 


- But how does my Kate do ? 


Hop. 
Do! Na Na, Kate and I do much alike, both 


damn'dly uneaſy.— Why han't you heard the news? 


_ Jorun. 


Not I Boy — What news? Your Meaſter' s not 


broke theſe times. I'm ſure? l 
B Hopce, 


. 


2 THE FARMER's 


HoDpGeE. 


| No! broke! no! worſe than that. —He is whole, 
and will not keep himſelf ſo. — Why, you mun 


know, my Meaſter, (plague take all young Meaſters, 
lay I, when the old ones go there ſeldom better 
comes) why he wants to rake to London; to try if 


he can't get a Parliament-mans place. 
Joun. 
To London Hodge! O Lud ! to Londen! 
20 DGE. 

Aye, to London, and will make me go with him, 
elſe, he ſays, I ſhall leave his place; and ] cant for 
the ſoul of me perſuade him off on't. 

Jon. 


If you love yourſelf and have any love for Mary, 


don't go, Hodge, to London!] I would not go to 
London for all the varſal world, no, not if I cou'd 


be made King when I come there But conſider 
dear Mary, Hodge, do Boy, don't go on her *count 
conſider but her Hodge, pray do. 


Hop GE. 


Aye, John, there it is Boy (Hodge cries) poor 


Mary will fret away her life, poor creature ! befide, 


they ſay, them Londoners will almoſt look a man's 


life away. 


Jonun. | 
Well be rul'd by me, and never go. — I would 


ſooner leave my place than go—Why, if his Feather 


was alive, he'd knock his brains out for ever think- 


| -: 


JOURNEY TOLONDON. ; 


ing on ſuch a thing. But how do he intend to get 
there? | 
| Hop GE. | 
Why, Mun, he have bought a Coach, or a Cha- 
riot, or ſome ſuch thing that is to go poſt, I know 
not how the devil he means, not | 


1 


But what are you to do for Horſes? Why, Dod- 
man and Doubty are the beſt you have ; and one 
of them is black, and t'other bay—why, that will 
never do, ſure | "op 
5 Hopes. 

Why, Meaſter have 2 a new coach horſe, 
coſt ſeven and thirty pounds to match Dodman, 
there's times for farmers — I wou'd a had them a 
gone up in our waggon, as you know our halters 
and bells are all new, and wou'd a look't well. 


— 


Jonx. 


Ay, indeed, I think fo too — 0 Lud! Hodge, 
Howe times are alter d] what's the reaſon he wou'd 
not? | 5 . rh 
HO DOE. 


Becauſe he thought people would laugh and grin 
at him he ſaid. and they are ſo high-hearted well, 
I don't care, if I am to go, I am to be coachman. 


OO 


Are youtho'? why, that's a good thing for you, 
H. odg Cs | Z | 


. 


Hopes, 5 
Ay, Boy! and I'm to have a livery, a lac'd hat, 
and icarlet great coat. But, damn it, I don't like 
$2 | the 


T 
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the coat vaſtly. I'm fearful leſt when I come . 
I ſhould be preſs'd into the King” s guards. 


Joux. | 
Then your meaſter mun get you a Coptain's 


place. But now won't his landlord be angry with 
him, when he hears of this : ? 


1 5. 


He' ve got a new leaſe of his farm, mun, and he 
don't mind his landlord. Why, our meaſter have 
ways, mun. Why now, he faves forty ſhillings a 
year by brewing only. We make four ſorts of beer 
now, mun—The maſh we uſed to Jet ſtand till the 
afternoon is now ſet a going at nine in the erg 


Joux. 


Damn ſuch ways as them, ſay I curſe . rum- 
bo and the bumbo. Our meaſters will drink no 
beer now a — that's the reaſon * tis ſo bad. 


Hop dr. 


treſs, Mary tells me, drink brandy in their tea to 


keep them from the vapours.— If his poor eld fea- 


ther was alive he'd vapour him with ou an to 
Jonx. 


Well, I never ſee'd a boy fo much alter d in all 
my life. Why, I heard he loſt 50 Pounds t'other- 


day at a horſe-race, my Lord Hector's Squirrel 


beating his N bie. S this e r be 


expenſive. 
He un Gk. 


Right John. Why now, our meaſter and: mn 


JOURNEY TO LON DON. x 


HopGe. 


Ay, Boy, it will coſt rivers of monzy—Why, 
our meaſter is going to have a coat with a lace two 
inches and a haff broad; he have a lac d waiftcoat 
and a lac'd hat, and his grandfather's ſword's new 
poliſh'd. 
| Jon x.“ 

Sword, _ why what will he do with a 


ſword ? 
Ne 


Nay, why every fool wears one now a days, FRE t 
they? what a ſight of Coptains came through our 
town t'other day with ſwords! Sbloed! I could 
beat fifty. of them with my plowſtick. 


Jon. 


Well, I ſuppoſe I- muſt not ſpeak to you when 
vou get on YON new cloaths 


WEEDS 


Yes, yes, I ſhan't be proud, mun, not 1, dam 


it, I ſtar'd, when the taylor came to take meaſurs 
of me for new cloaths! I was ſo tickliſh I could 
hardly ſtand ſtill. My meaſter calbd out, trim it 
with red full trimming. I :ry'd, no, Sir, pray 


don't make a fool of. me. Nou fool, ſays he very 
mutt you not appear like a entleman's-ſer- 


b vanes I * no, Sir, for God's ſake. 


* ww 


' Jonn. 


What ſignifies what your appear li like, if you & 
but get your cloaths ? Why, Hodge, now, your 
Miſtreſs muſt have ſomething : new. Won't that be 
chargeable ? 
5 XA Hop. 


— — — — — — . — 4 — — — * —— - 


— — 444 ͤ 


* 
rr 3 —55——— os 08 as. A 3 


— 


HIS > —— — 
. Dog Ee 


— 2 — — 
— — — — 8 — 


6 THE FAR ME Res 


Hop. 
Our Miſtreſs is a very ſaving woman, I ſuppoſe; 


ſhe made a thouſand words Cother day with Mrs. 


Double-face, our mantua-maker — A woman that 
makes gowns and ſuch things. 


Joun. 
What did ſhe make words for ? 


Hop ESS. 
Why about an old ſilk hood of her grand mo- 


thers— She ſaid it would make her — a god I can't 


think on't now, it's a hard name, mun. Oh a rig- 
: 4 


ling-gee. And the woman ſaid no, and ſhe faid 
yes, till they fell quite out. \\ Fry our Meaſ- 


is,, Madam. 


ter will be call'd, Sir, and our M 
| Joun. 
Sir and Madam! O Lud! O Lud! Well but 
Hedge, tho be ſure, you take the boy Jack with you. 


Hop GE. 


Yes, yes, Jack rides the Mule to open the gates. 
Jack's cloaths are made out of my Meaſter's old 
ones. Fack's a ſore wicked boy. | | 


Joun. „ 
Well, if I was you, I ſhould be afeard to go, 


I'm ſure. 
HopDpGeE. 


hy I ſhan't be hurt, not I 


Afeard tho 


JohN. _ 
Does he know any of the London folks, Hodge? 
HoDGE. 


JOURNEY TO LONDON. 7 


RR. HoDGE. 

Why, I don't know, not I. He do, and he 
don't, I think, I know not how *tis, not I. But 
our Miſtreſs's uncle is one of the Parliament men, 
I think. I ſuppoſe ſhe knows him well enough. 
His name is Sir Samuel Gripe Parliament-man, I 
heard my Meaſter ſay. 

| JonN. 

Lord Hodge ! what is a Parliament man, do you 
know ? I never ſee one of the Parhamentin my lite, 
that I know of — 

HoDGE. 


No, nor I. But they ſay, he is a man — a man 
that is very rich, and damn'dly covetous, and has 
a monſtrous deal of courage. But I ſuppoſe they 
muſt have ſome impudence to be Parliament-men. 
Why, he can ſave me from every thing but death, 
5 mun: they call him nothing but his Honour. I 
| dare ſay, my Maſter expects to be one, as ſoon as 
N he gets to London. 

4 Jon. 


Well, Hodge, I mun go, I wiſh you well. If 
you will go to London, pray make a ſure bargain 
with your Meaſter, remember me to Kate. Fare- 
well Hodge, I hope to ſee you once more, if I can, 
before you go. Exit. Jobs. 


Hop GE, Solus. 


Yes, yes, I'll take care of that however, but I'll 
e'en go. If my Meaſter be made one of the Parlia- 
ment, he may perhaps make me high ſheriff. Then 
poor Mary ! Lord how ſhe'd look in a coach ! why 
ſhe'd look as well as my Miſtreſs. I'll e'en conſent 


to go. | Exit. 


SCENE 


be as 
— — — 


by 
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SCENE II. Whitwoud's Houſe. 
Enter Mary, Hodge and Kate, 


MAR y. 


O you ſay, you will go to London; you fool, 
pour Meaſter will ne'er make you high Sheriff, 
thof he be Parliament man. Why, you can neither 
write nor read. | 

| Horse, . 

You ſimple girl — Why what ſignifies that? 
Pray, who was Goodman Dobſon's ſon ? He could 


neither write nor read, and was as big a fool as any 


hereabouts, and yet you ſee, he was a Sheriff-man. 
Wan't he pray? | 1 
MARV. 


Ay, well, I know he won't make you one. Be- 


fide, where will you find money to buy a coach? 


* 


Honest. ” 
Lud! WellI never heard ſuch a fool in all my 


life-time. Why, the whole country muſt help to 


pay for that, to be ſure. 
MAR. 


Well, I don't know, not I, if I muſt ride in a 


coach, I muſt, tho? I don't think I ſhould like it. 
For I once rid in Squire Upright's about a mile, and 


I ſuppoſe, I puk d forty times, I was fo ſick. 


KATE. 1 
Ay Mary, 1 remember that you and I went to 
ſee the Butler at that time and that was the time I 
felt ſo queerly with drinking that wine. If Hodge 
go to London, and get that there place, you will 
both of you forget poor Kate. Hop cx. 
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Hop GE. 


Ay Kate — we mun do that, cauſe we 
ſhould be Gentlemen and Ladies but I don't 
know but we might let you be uppermaid. 


| KATE. 
Lud! I ſhou'd like that. I wiſh it may be ſo, 


I'm ſure | 
Mary. | | 
I'm ſure ſo do I, and I don't know but it may. 


Hopee. 


Damn it, I am ſure it will, and I know I ſhall 
want ſervants as ſoon as I come back again. The 
firſt thing I do when I come down, I marry; the 
next, buy a coach, then hire ſervants to look after 


it; which laſt perhaps I ſhall be match'd to get. 


Lud Hodge! you had better hire them before 


you go up. Why if our Meaſter be made one of 
the Parliament, he will want all the ſervants he can 
lay his hands on 


” | Hop GE. | 

I belieye you are right. What do you think, 
Mary ? | | 
Et Mary. 
I think ſhe is right, and what will he be to us 


then? why, our place will be as good as his, fo we 


need not care for him 


C | KaTE, 
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KAT. 


Not a bit. W hy perhaps odge may be one of 
the Parliament the year after; then you know there 


HODGE. 


Kate, . you are right . I will be- 


gin, Pl hire you directly. Hold your hand 


+ (Kate holds her hand) 
MAR. 
No, pray Mr. Hedge, let me hire che maids, and 


do you hire the fellows. I know my place as well 


as YOu—— 
| Hop GE. 


you hire a ovine for a high ſheriff; only you will 
be obſtinate; you muſt take care, elſe you l be 
laugh'd at. | 
Mary. 

Pray, be quiet, do, and you ſhall hear. Pray, 


young woman, what wages do you alk, to be ſervant 
to his honour a high Sheriff? 


KATE. 


Three pounds a year, my Lady, and your old 


Cloaths— 
HO DGE. 


Why, you fool, Kate, ſhe won't be a lady. Shell 
be a Baronight then. How damn'd filly you are. 
Mary. 
Yes, yes, 1 ſhall be a Baronight then, ſure 


enouct 


You fly toad, you don't know what to ſay, when 


JOURNEY TO LONDON. rr 
enough: Hodge is right there. 
Hopes. 

Let me only put you in the way this once, and 
don't forget— Come mind my words now. Pray, 
young woman, what wages would you afk to be 
jervant to his honour the High Sheriff's wife? and 
a Baronight? that's your true title, Mary. Come: 
now, antwer me Kate, and mind now, and anuwer 
right | 

| . 

Three Pounds a year, my Lord the High Sherig, 
and my Lady Baronight's old Cloatis, 


HO DGE. 


Well ſpoke indeed, Kate! If I had not promis'd 
Mary my hand, I'd have you. I think you are 
more proper for a High Sheriff's wife than ſhe is. 
What ſignifies lying? 


MAR v. 


Yes, yes, I dare ſay you do. But pray, a'n't 1 
upper maid now, fo muſt know things better than 
ſhe? but ſhe ſhall never be my ſervant tor one- 
reaſon | 


Hop GE. | 
What! jealous! ch! oh! but I fay ſhe ſhall. 
/ | | | 
. MAR. 3 
But I ſay ſhe ſhan't. Mind that, Mrs. Kate. 


„ 8 
But I fay, when he is High Sheriff, I will. 
C 2 Hops. 
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HopGe. 


Yes, then I can have as many wives as I pleaſe, 


and I don't know but I may marry Kate and all, 
then. 5 


* 


MA 1 Y, Raving. ? 


You deceitful dog, I don't care, I will have you . 
for one, be it as it will, and I will bawl fo loud as 
to make my Meaſter hear, and I will tell him all 
the ſtory, I will, you Scrub. Meaſter! Sir! 


Enter Witwoud. 


* W1xriTwovuD. 


What the Devil's the matter here? What's the [1 
matter, Hoage? What! the Devil! are you all ſtupid? 11 
Can none of you ſpeak ? Wenches, get you' gone. 5 

[ Exeunt. Mary and Rae. 


Come, Sir, what's all this Noiſe about? My 
houſe, inſtead of being like a Gentlemars, is like a 
Mad. boiſſe. : | 7 

Hop GE. | 
- Why Sir, Sir, Sir, nothing. Only Mary and I: 
had a few words about a little nonſenſe, and 
Mary's plaguy hot. | 1 


Wrrwoup. 


About this journey, I fuppoſe. Well it ſignißes 
little, if you will give her ſo much liberty. But 
Hodge, go to Mr. Trips the Shoemaker, and tell 
him to bring home my ſhoes immediately, other- 
wiſe, I will not have them. 


-  Clowniſh. 
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| Ho D GE. 
Yes Sir, Sir, &c. 
Es WirirTwovud. 8 
Theſe plaguy tradeſmen! How much ado have I 


to get my things from them! Oh! here comes 
Mrs. Witwoud, I ſee. I muſt inquire how her 


affairs go on— (To Mrs. Witwoud) Well, my Dear, 


have you got every thing ready for our Journey. 


Mrs. W1iTwouDp. 


I am ready as foon you pleaſe. Lud! I wiſh you 
had hir'd a new Coachman; our Hodge is ſo 


WITWOup. 

No my Dear, he will do. Conſidering every 
thing, he is not ſo bad neither. | 
Mrs. WiTwovup. 


F Il ſuppoſe we ſhall be plagu'd 
with his Meaſter and Miſtreſs, and all them 
things. Beſides, I fear he will be a very bad 
„ : | 
= WrTwovunp, | 
No, no, he has driven my father's team and 
mine theſe twenty years paſt, and often abreaſt.— 
He will do for a driver I dare fay. 


Enter B O 2. 


Boy. 
Meaſter, here's Mr Trip, with your Shoes. 
WiITWCUD, 


= 


Exit. Hodge. 
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WITWOup. 


Come here, Sir.— If ever you call me Meaſter, or 
Mrs. Witwoud Miſtreſs, any more, depend upon 
it I'll reward you. You willi cut a pretty figure in 
London, you unpoliſh'd dog! Tell him to come in. 


Boy. 
Yes Sir, Sir, &C. —. Exit. Boy. 


Mrs. WiTwovup. 
Well, my Dear, I'll leave you and the Shoe- 
maker. | [ Exit. 
Euter TRIP, bows. 
Your Servant Sir, | 
W1irwoup. 


Well, Mr. Trip, I hope you have done wy 
buſineſs compleatly now | | 


Tar. 


I hope they will pleaſe you, Sir: they are more 
like boots than ſhoes; damn the London faſhion, 
I fay, that it ever came up. Come, Sir, Pwill fit 
them on. (Fits on the Shoes) There, Sir, ſits like 


wax, Sir, {its like wax. 


Wi¹ũurwoup. 
I think they pinch my toes confoundedly, and 


don't come high enough up in quarters. Sblood! 
I ſaw a Gentleman the other day, whoſe ſhoe quar- 


ters came almoſt up to the calf of his legs. 


TRIP. 


JOURNEY TO LONDON. 15 


NV 
I don't know, Sir, I employ good hands. My 
hands come from Londons I made ſhoes for your 
Feather a great many years, and I always pleas'd 


WWfITVWOup. 


My Father! he poor man ſcarcely knew a genteel 
ſhoe from a boot. But he 1s not to wear theſe: 
theſe are for me: Iam to pay for them, fo I will 
have them to my liking. How many pair have 
you got for me ? 


TRIP. 


Six pair, Sir, three pair of Inch ſoles, and three 
pair of turn'd Pumps; and excellent goods they 
are, Sir. | | 
WirTwouD. 


Plague take your Inch ſoles! didn't you know 


Fam a going to London to ſee my Uncle, a Parlia- 
ment-man there. and it's ten to one, if I walk there 
three times my length the whole time of my ſtay. I 
ſhould cut a pretty figure to walk with them inch 


ſoles] But what do they come to? I muſt leave the 


thick ones at home, that's all. 


FFII. 


There's a deal of leather in them, Sir, well 


made, and in the neweſt faſhion, I got a hand 
from London on purpoſe. 5 

WII WOUD, 
What's the price, I ſay? 

| Talk. 
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TRIP. 


Beſides, Sir, the Straps are cut very full; they 
are the beſt black in the grain, and an excellent ſole. 


- ns wi. — 
5 4 t * 
* * * * * — * - 
4 — ary 1 


W1ITWOUD. 


I want to know the price: I find no fault with 
the Shoes. 


— — — 
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TRIP. 


I'm ſure, Sir, I've ſpoil'd the back of three hides 
to ſerve you. Beſides, Sir — 


— 


2 8 © 
— — —  —— 2 — 
* * - "I 


WITWwoOUD. 


Peox take your back and your ſides! what do they 
come to? I ſhall fool away more time with you * 
than the ſhoes are worth. 7 


TRIP; : 


Why, let's ſee, Sir, — I can t t abate one ſingle 
farthing of what J aſk. | 


| Wirwov D. | 5 
Well, damn it! what is it that you aſk? tell 
me, that I may pay you, and lend you about your 
buſineſs. | 
| TRIP. 
Why, Sir, two Pounds, eight Shillings | is juſt 
the Money. I can't abate one e farthing, Sir. 


WW ITWOUD. 
1 don' taſk you. There, Sir, is your Money. 


Tar. ; 
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TRIP. | 
Sir, I thank you, and wiſh you and Madam a 
good night, _ | 
WiTwoun, 
Thank you, Maſter Trip. Exit. Trip 


Well come now, I am a little forwarder however, 
if I could but get my Wig and Coat now, I ſhould 
be juſt right. But I ſuppoſe I muſt ſend the boy 
agalh— _ . [Rings the bell. 

Enter 3 OT. | 

WrrTwounp. | 
Go you to Shaveſyunre's, and deſite him to fend 
home my wig immediately, and call at Thread's, 


and bid him bring hither my coat, and d'ye hear? 
tend Hodge to me. | 


= ” . 9 _ _ — a - . * - . - 82 - = - — pn - — 
* 4 e — 5 1 4:4. * —. 1 * . wha — — 1 — — 1228 — — — 1 2 — 
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| „ 
Yes Sir, Sir, &c.— Exit Boys 
. VS DE | | 0 
WIT wound. | 
* Theſe fellows plague one to death. I hate to [8 
2M have any thing to do with them. Oh! here is Hodge: ! 


Enter Hop GE. 
VWITwOVup. 
Well Hodge, how do matters go on? are your 


wings all ready? How does the new coach borſe 
anſwer » | | 


 Hopcs. | 
The Devil to eat; and pull and ſcratch like a 
Cat.—I dare fay, he will aniſwer very well, Meaſter--- 
5 8 D | WITrwWovp. 


1 


i * 


— 2 — _ 
* Re w — 

72 2 & —— —_ 
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8 T HE FARM E Rs 
WITWOup. 
Told Frage. Let me. beg of you to drclivage 
that vulgar Word Meaſter, and call me Sir, and 


Mrs. Witwoud, Madam.— There is ſomething in 
that word fo Vulgar, ſo Clowniſh, ſo countrified, 


that. if you were to call me ſo in London, the People Fig 
would not ur leren what you meant. | IJ 
| "Hopes. | | 2 


= " — - - 2 5 — - . N rage 
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Why, 1 don't care, not I, if 1 could but chink 
on't, with all my heart: for I don't care what I call 
you, but I was lo uſed to my old Meaſter, as I for- 
get. But Mea— Sir, Sir, I mean, I think them 
Leather Traces can never be ſtrong enough. Sup- 
poſe now, we take two pair of our ſtout iron 
plough traces, and a hand- chain with us for fear we 


lie faſt. 


W1Twoup. b 


No, Hodge, no ſuch unpoliſh'd tackling as plougti 
traices and hand-chains. They would finely, I fop- 
= pole, come a N and my equipage | 


Hop. 


Equipage Sir, Sir. Pray is that our new coach. 
| horſe? why, I did not know what name to give him; 
why if he never has been uſed to iron traces yet, and 
if he be jadiſh, I know. how to tame him. Equi- 
e! I ſhall never think of his name 


WITwWOp. 


Fou ignorant creature! Equipage means Coach, 
_ Horſes, and Attendants. 


eser 
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Never mind He!” Sir. Aw 'fure 1 ſhan” t be 
aſnam'd: Pm ſure, I wiſh we be ee WIL hout a hand- 
chain ln IS 


WITWOUp. 


Oh! never mind, Hobs | 1 e. tent Xt Pl bear the 4 


But Sir, I ſhould like to, 12 wy a freſh bargain, in 


caſe any thing croſs the grain mould happen. 1 Lin 

ſure, I wiſh you would not 80, for I tear by "ny 

dreams we Mall happen of: ene bad 157555 | 
1 DN 1 anner 


ce „ WIr wo ub. en e 


Pohl never feat. What“ aha mean by A 


freſh bargain, Hodge? . 17 : 
He O0 1 2 


£7 w 3b: 


Why, 1 muſt: think. of imore wages Sir; yy if | 


you get a Parliament- man's place, I ſhall like you 
would get me a High Sheriff, $ place. And, Sir, if 
I ſhould be preſſed into the King's guards, you ſhall 
make me a Coptain; or, if J. dee there, I will be bu- 
ried, E Cod knows, it is a great way mon whoam: 


F Fer 21 T SET; i (lie of * 


WIrwovp. 


77 
As to my being Parliainent-man, Hodge, that 
won't be till: next year, but it may be in my way to 


get you prefer d perhaps. But truſt but to my ho- 


nour, Hodge, and I won't wrong you 
Hopes. 


No Sir, I can't bear the my of Wat : hae! 


D 2 damn'd 
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damn'd fellow honour have flung me forty times, I 
believe. Nay, I had rather get Dick Scribble our 


Schoolmaſter to draw up an article, that will beat 


all the honour in the varſal world, 


| W1Twovup. 

Was not my Father a man of honour to you 
Hodge? If he was, will you ſcruple mine? I would 
forfeit my life before my honour 

HO DGE. 
Not when the pinch comes, Sir. Conſider, Sir, 
that life is ſweet, and what honour can a man have 
in loſing his life? Your feather was good tidely ho- 


nouriſh to me to be ſure; but two honours can 
never be in one family, That I'm ſure is impoſſihle. 


VWITwovp. | 
Well Hodge, let him draw them up, and I will 
look them over. But I ſhall inſiſt on your taking 
no Vails, I ſhall inſiſt on that. 
Hopes. 


Pray Sir, what do you mean by Wales; you 
don't intend to ſend me to ſea a fiſhing, do you? 1 
will not do that, Sir, now I tell you plainly 


Wirwoup. 


You Simpleton, no, I mean, if any Ladies or 


Gentlemen offer you any Money, you muſt not 


HopGs. 
No Sir, that I won't. I don't want tobe liſted for 


02  W1ItrwovuD. 
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WiIrwovup. 


Well, Hodge, get your articles ready, and if I like 
them, PII ſign them, Oh! yonder s 2 Bread. 


Leave the rqom, 3 and ſend him 1 in. 


| HO DGE, 8 
Yes Si. :  [Evit. Hodge. 
| WirTwovn. 
A ſtrange mortal this Hodge? but an honeſt fel- 


low, and one whom I gan-truſt. I muſt keep him 
almoſt at any rate. (Euter Mr. Thread.) Well 


Mr. Thread, you are come at laſt, Did you think, 


I would never have paid you? Now, if any altera- 
tion be wanting, you have no time to do it in. 


THREAD, 
Bad Sir, T could no ways help it. was 


oblig'd to wait on Squire Upright your Landlord 5 


Sir. d the reaſon, Sir, III aſſure you. 
| W1rTwovun. 


You Sead what is Squire Upright to me? 
is not my money as good as his? J care for never a 


Squire Upright; in the kingdom, not I. 


THREAD. 


Sir, conſider, Sir, he is -one- of the Quorum, 
though he look I m is 5 going t to London as well 
as you. 2 

W 1 u p. 


So ſhall I, Sir, next year, I expect, be one of the 


Quorum, and Parliament-man too, 2-poſt, I ſuppoſe 


he will never be in, 
. Mrs. WiIrwoup. 


Beg Dear, I heard you very loud: hat is the mat- 
ter? 
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T HE, FARMER! 3s: 


ter? don't put yourſelf into a paſfion with ſo paultry 

a tradeſman as a Taylor. If your coat fits you, take 

it, pay him, and have 'done with him: he makes no 

difference between a Gentleman and 5 common 

8 8 ö 
— 7 T HREAD. 
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1 Madam; as little as you think of me, Iam 
counted den my ſelf. I have been thrice 
Surveyor of the Highw-ays, and twice conſtable of 
the Pariſh. I pay ten Shillings a year to the poor 
rates, and I was once mention'd for” e tho 
I'm a yOu” „ | 

© WiTwovD. Ex | 


Come, Sir, try on my coat, and let's s have none 
of 417 mow 1 (7 bread 3 bis Peng. ) 


* W i 
4 


Tux rap- 


There, Sir; i is as good a coat, as ever man ut on 
uy back.  FUYOWT 1 0 on the gs 


WirTwovp.” riod 


Why this coat 2 Mort as a Poſtilion 8 ele 
and the Pockets are under my arm. Pray, Sir, what 
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i do you mean by theſe damn'd unmerciful buttons? 4 

| they are as big as Coach-harneſs buckles: How Tn 

j narrow likewiſe this lace is! Didn't I tell Fam, to 
make the lace two inches and a half broad: ? 7 

WA | Mrs. *'W1Twovud. | 

| 0 | Ye; my Dear; but your Landlord engag'd him, 

6 He lnever chought of you. | 


oy LHRERD.. 5 
e are in the. neweſt faſnion. I ſent for a man 
from 
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from London for the very purpoſe, and I ſay it's as 

pretty a coat as ever man peep'd out in for the 

price. 
WIrwovup. 


For the price, you Scoundrel! did I ſtint you with 
regard to the price? I care not, if it had coſt fifty 
pounds provided it had pleas'd me., 


THREAD. 


It's the cut tof Squire Upright's adj Sir; and 
he, as well as you, is going to London among 
great folks. | 


Mrs. Wirwovp. 


He is going to viſit no | Parliament-man, I 
dare ſay. 
W1Tw OUD. 


No, no, thac | believe. CAR really think; W ; 


this coat was never made for me. What's the price 
of it. We, s your bill? 


THREAD. 
HNere is the bill, Sir, twenty five Pounds. 
Lace is very dear Sir, it coſt me a Guines a __ 


or I ſtole it, . 3 
Mrs. Witwoud, to W nud {aſus 


Suppoſe, my Dear, you pay him, then ſend for 
your ſword, and fright it all out of him. 


WITwOup. 


* P, 


Come, Sir, were is your money. The coat, 


however, I think, is fadly ſullied, but I muſt have 
it alter di In London, 1 CR that's all; 
\ (Witwoud pays him. ) 
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THREAD. : 
Sir, you're very welcome; thank you. I wiſh 
you a good Journey. I made every ſtitch of it with 


my own hands. 
W1iTwovuD. 


1 thought you 1 ſaid, you had a man ſrom London 


THREAD; 
To make the button holes, and the Pocket hates, 
and the lace, that's all. Sir. 
{W1TwouD. . 
Oh! that was all. Come, Sir, you'll drink a 
glaſs, before you go | 
THREAD, 


No, Sir, I'd rather be excus'd. I wiſh you a 
pps day, Sir, and a good journey, when you go. 


WiIrwoup. 


No, Sir, I inſiſt on your 3 a glaſs 
 (Witwoud rings.) 


3 Boy. 


(Witwoud whiſpers to the boy to bring him the 
Sword, ) inſtead of the bottle of wine.— 


( Exit boy, and enters with the Sword.) 


THREAD. 
Sir, 1 hope you'll excuſe me; I muſt be going. 
WI ru OUD. 


No, Sir, I'll not excuſe you. (Draws the froord.) 
| 1 have paid w = coat, Sir,— - 
| THREAD, 
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THREAD. 
Yes Sir, Sir, you have, Sir 
WirTwoud. 


Then, Sir, I will pay you for your lies. If you 
don't confeſs all the truth concerning this coat, as [ 
am ſenſible you never made it for me; I will run 
you thro? the Guts immediately. | 


THREAD. on his knees. } 


| For God's ſake, Sir, conſider my family, and my 
ſelſ but the ninth part of a Man. -Thete is cheat- 
ing, Sir, in every buſineſs, as well as ours, and it's 
the firſt time with me indeed, Sir. 


W1xTwoudD: 
No ceremony. Tell me out of hand, or you die.— 
| Mrs. WriTwovnp: 


i Run him through, my Dear, run him tirough: 
kill him directly on the ſpot. | 


THREAD. 


Oh! for God's ſake, Sir, have mercy, and I will 


tell you the truth. I hope you will forgive me Sir. 


WITWOp. 


If you tell me tlie truth, perhaps I may. Where 
was it bought! Or how came you by it? 


THREAD. 


Why Sir, Sir, te *twas $7. $9.— 'pon my foul, I 
dare not tell you, I know you'll kill me, if I do. 


WITWoOoUD. 


1 am fure, I will, if you don't, Come, out 
WO! it directly, — 


E THREAD. 
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Ins 
Why, *twas Sg. Squire Upright's your Landlord, 
Sir. Pray, Sir, have mercy, do Sir, for God's fake. 
|  W1irtwovuDp. | 
My Landlord's old coat, my Dear; only think 
of that. os 
Mrs. WiTwovuD. | 
Have no mercy, my Dear, kill him, if you ſhould 
be forc'd to maintain his family. A Scoundrel! 
did he imagine you would wear your Landlord's old 


">. Walks N 
What did you give for it, Sir? The truth as 
you're a dying man. | 
THREAD. 
Five po pounds, Sir, have mercy on a poor Tay- 
lor. Tl never do ſo again, Sir, while I breathe.— 


WITWOUpp. 


Riſe, you Scoundrel: was it not for your family's 


ſake you ſhould die this moment. Give me my 
money back again, take the coat, and get out of my 
houſe. Keep your own counſel, and this once I'll 
forgive you, but never enter my houſe more. 


THREAD. bt 
Thank you kindly, Sir, indeed I never will, *pon 
my ſoul, as long as I breathe. [ Exit Thread. 
WiTwouD. _ 
My Dear, what a damn'd raſcal this Taylor is? 
How the poor Devil ſhak'd? Ha! ha, ha! Poor 
wretch! he was frighten'd out of his wits! I dare 


{ſwear 
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ſwear, ſince he was born, he never was in ſuch 


terror — _ | 
| Mrs. W1iTWoOUD. 


It was no bad ſcheme, my Dear. Ha, ha, ha! 


I would not have been in the Taylor's caie for | 


ſome money. [ Exit Mrs. Witwoud. 


WIiTWOUD. Solus.— | 
Nor I; but it was a roguiſh trick. If I ſhould 


now proſecute this Raſcal, I muſt ruin him and his 


family, and the Pariſh will curſe me; fo, if he b: 
wiſe enough to keep his own counſel, let him go 


like a rogue as he is. I have cloaths enough to 
travel in, and when I reach London, I muſt pleaſe 


myſelf, that is all. I muſt now go ſee what they 
are about, - [ Exit Witwoud, 
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23 THE FARMER's 
ACT — 
SCENE I. Whitwoud's Houſe. 


Enter Mary, and Kate. 
Mary. 


Well, Hodge, has ſpoke to our Meaſter, about his : 


being made High Sheriff, and he tells him, as ſoon 
as he is Parliament-man, he ſhall be Sheriff. — 


CU KATE. 
Ay, ay, we had better be born fortunate than rich. 
MARY. | 
We guotha! I ſhould never have thought of we. 
Why you don't think Hodge will marry you, I hope. 
KATE. 


Why yes, to be ſure he will. He is to have two 
Wives, an't he? and I'm to be his ſecond, or he's 
2 liar —— 5 

MAR v. 


Well, if he marries you too, I care not. For as I 
ſhall be firſt married, my title will be higher than 
yours, Now Kate, my title will be a Baronight: what 


yours will be I can't tell: it can't be above a Duke, 
I ſhould think; no, I'm ſure, it can't be above that. 


KAT 
I don't know, not I, but Pl aſk him, before he 


goes; but we muſt ſeem loath to my Miſtreſs he 
mould go, (here ſbe comes) elſe we may looſe poor 


lodge, and trudge on foot all the days of our lives 


Mrs. WiTwoud. entering. 
Well, Mary and Kate, Mr. Witwoud and J are 


going 
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going to take a little turn to London; pray take 


care of every thing in our abſence. Hodge is made 
Coachman, which is very genteel for him, and when 
Hr. Iilwoud is Parliament-man, which I ſuppoſe 
will happen next year, Hodge, will be prefer'd to 
the office of High Sheriff. 
MARV. 

Ves fo Hodge, told me, but you mun know, miſtreſs, 
Hodge and J are almoſt as one, and if any harm come 


to him, I ſhall never forgive you both, for Hodge is, 
tho? I ſay it that ſhould not ſay it, a handſome 


young fellow, and there's ſo many fine Ladies in 


London, they ſay, | 
Mrs. WITWOVup. 


None that will ever hurt him, I aſſure you, Mary. 
MARY. - 


F don't know that. Why, ſuppoſe now a Duke, 
cr a Lord's daughter ſhould fall in Love with him; 
why he muſt marry her, elſe it's ten to one that he 
gets run through the Guts.— | 

Mrs. WiTwovUuD. 


| Oh! never fear. It ſhall be my taſk to take 
care of him; I promiſe you that faithfully. 
1 Kar. 


Yes, Madam, but I fear it will be as much 
as you can do to take care of my Meaſter; and 
if he ſhould die, you'll marry him yourſelf, perhaps, 


* 


and that will be as bad as the other. 


Mrs. WiTwoup. | 
No Kate, PII promiſe, he ſhall be ſafe there too. 


Mary. 
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Mary. 

Well, I know nought of London, not J, tho? 
perhaps I may before I die, but by all accounts it's a 
ſore bad place. Why, now, if Hodge ſhould get 
drunk, as I know he loves beer, he. may be raviſh'd 
by ſome great wench or another, or have his brains 
beat out, which is as bad, or ſtript naked, or drown'd 
in the River, or preſs'd into the Guards. A thou- 
ſand ſuch things may happen to him. 


Mrs. WiTwouDp. 
If any harm befall him while in London, Mary, 
1 pledge my word to make all the amends in 
my power. —If Mr. Witwoud, comes here and wants 
me, tell him, I'm up ſtairs. — 
Mary and Kate. Yes Madam. [ Exit Mrs. Witwoud 
[il KATE. 
| Now, Mary, ſhow'dn't we be more ſafer, if we 
"i were married, before Hodge ſets out. | | 
MARY. 
Never the ſafer for that: for if a London Lady 


take it into her head, ſhe'll have a man married or 
Single. But here comes Hodge, let's ſound him.— 


| Enter HoDGE. 

| | Hopes. {Mary and Kate, peeviſh.} 
31 Hey day! what the Duce! pouting! if you be- 
have fo, Il not bring you from London what I 
| promis d: that] won't. ä 

[| Mary and Kate. 

8 Then you may let it alone, that's all. 


8 5 : | : Max vy, 


of humour. 
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MARY, 
You'll never think of us, when you get among them 


parliament devils of ladies. 


KATY. 


No, but we'll ſerve him in our turn, I aſſure him. 


HO DGF. 


Nay, don't be jealous; dam it! I tell you III 
never have any other Women but yourſelves; you 
know that well enough, ſo don't fret. My money 
is in Lawyer Scribble's hands, and if I die, take it 
betwixt you, and welcome. — It preciſely amounts 
to 27. 17s. Ad. half-penny farthing, which laſt 


3 farthings J got for carrying ten eggs: take it all, 
and welcome, but don't vex me, I entreat you. 


„ KATE. | 
We fear nothing, but the Women, lodge. If 
they take aliking to you, pop you go off like a 
flaſh of gunpowder,— 
ese 
I tell you, I won't. Damn them, if any of them 
offers to touch me, I'll break their arms or legs for 
them, I'll affure them. But here comes my Meaſter, 
ſo leave me, pray, do, elſe he'll ſee you've been out 
[Exit Mary and Kate, 
Enter W1TwoUuD. 
- WirTwounp. 3 
Well Hodge, have you got your articles ready? 
Hop GE. {giving the Paper. } 


Yes, Sir, all is fair there, Sir. 


WiTwouD, 
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Well, Hodge, Þ'11 look em over. Mean time 
go to Shaveſquare, and deſire him to ſend home 
my wig. | : | | 
| Ho DGF. 
Les, Sir. [Exit Hodge. 
WITWO Up. Solus. 5 
Bleſs me! how har d it is, to get theſe inconſiderate 
tradeſmen to finiſh their work ! this fellow of a Bar- 
ber does not think, that by my waiting too long 
for his lowly wig, I may loſe g0ooy. a year for life. 
J have been conſidering, how I ſhall find this uncle 
of ours. I have no direction for him, but as he's a 
Parliament-man, I ſuppoſe that don't ſignifie; every 
one, ſure, will know where he lives. In the next 
place, I don't know him, but as my wife muſt that's 
all one. Well, ſo long as we know his name, we 
ſhall find him ſome how or other. But I muſt go 
in, and ſee, if Hodge is come back. — 
1 | | Exit Witwoud. 


SCENE II. 
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SCENE H. Parka is Pit. 
Houſe. 


Witwoud and Hodge. 
WxiTWOUD. 


Well, hl he ſ. ays he will come immediately, 
8 he? 


Hop GE. 
Via Sir, Lud, Sir! he have a wig in his Shop 


very near as big as our litth hay or: He ſays, 
tis for a Parliament-man. 


WITWOVp. 
That's my reg, Hodge. Well, I have Jook'd 


over your articles, and, as I've no objection to them, | 


I've ſign'd them. Here they are; take them NOS 


 HoDGE. 


1 5 ery well, Sir. Pray, Sir, don't Pu als 
I, Sheriff's Place. T think that pet will do well 


I | _ enough for Mary and ine, and another, if I want. 
WiIrwoup. 
Yes, Hodge, a child, J ſuppoſe, you mean. 
Enter Boy. [ Exit Hodge. 
Boy. 


Sir, the Barber's here with your «jg, and deſires 
to know, if you pleaſe to be ſhaved. 


WITWOup. 


Tell him, yes, and deſire him to bring it in. 
[Exit Boy. 
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Enter Shovghhuare with Wig, Box, n Se 


W1TwouD. 


Well, Sir, I thought you had forgot me, and 
deſign'd to have fone © me bareheaded to London. 


SHAVESQUARE. | 
No, Sir.— I hope, Sir, you'll never be forgotten. 
| WirwouDp. 


Is your razor very ſharp, Sir? You know I'm g0- 
ing a journey, and if you. cut or disfigure my face in 
the leaſt degree, you had better not you'll find. — 
But do you hear any news, Mr. Barber? ? 


SHAVESQUARE. 


No, Sir. I can't fay I hear any thing worth mind- 
ing, Sir,— There was a little bit of a joke put upon 
me e juſt now, Sir.—A ſet of idle fellows, Sir, dreſs'd 
up an ow, and ſent it to my ſhop, deſiring me to 
dreſs a Parliament-man' Ss kinſman. Damn them, if 


I had catch'd them, I'd have broke ſome of their 
heads. : 


W1ITWOUD. 


Scoundrels! what did they mean by the cwul, I 
wonder! Dam-me, if I be Juſtice of peace, next 
year, as I expect, I'll trim ſome of the Raſcals with 
a Vengeance,— : 


SHAVESQUARE. 


Yes, Sir, we want ſuch a ſharp man as you for 
the Quorum mightily.—Why, Sir, we may as well 
have a ſet of old women Juſtices, as your Landlord, 
and ſome others. But come, Sir, (preparing- the ' 
Latker ) ſit down, if you pleaſe, 

W1ITWOUD. 


is very fond of neus. 
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Wirwoty. 


Well, have you got no more news? haye you 


ſhav'd no great man to day? 
SHAVESQUARE. 


Noor: but our Parſon, Sir.—And he, un man! 
could talk of nothing for half an hour, but J/7lkes 


and Liberty, and Hor ne, and I don't know what.— 


He poor man 1s almoſt ſuperannuated, for he did 
but juſt ſee your <wig on the black, Sir, and fancied 
it was a Biſhop, and began to call i it my Lord. —His 
eye-/ight is now very bad: but the good old Parſon 


W1Twoup. 
Did he aſk you no queſtions about me? 


SHAVESQUARE. {Shaving.} 
None at all, Sir, except about your wig. He 


ſaid, indeed, that he heard of your going to London, 


that you was a clever young Gentleman, and that he 
wiſh'd you all manner of ſucceſs and proſperity. 


Perhaps, Sir, if you be ſucceſsful, it may be no woe ; 


for the Parſon, 
WITWOup. 


No, if I live to come down again, he mall b be 
prefer d, poor Soul ! It's time he left * preaching 


now, he's very old. 


eee 
Yes, Sir, that he is. (finiſhes ſhaving him ) ”* 
he Chriftened my Grandmother's Aunt, | 
WiITrwoup. 


Your ann „ Aunt! bleſs me Well 
now, let's ſee the wig.— 
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SHAVESQUARE. {taking the wig out, 
of the box, and fitting it on his head.} 

There is a wig, and ſomething like a wig too.— 

I dare be bold to ſay, that there is not a Gen- 
tleman in all our County, that can boaſt of ſuch a 
wig, let him be a Parſon, Phyſician, Counſellor, or 

what the Devil he will. . | 

8 WITwWOup. 

I think it is rather ſcanty tho', Mr. Shaveſquare. 

| SHAVESQUARE. 

Scanty Sir! that wig ſcanty! why there's 16 ounces 
of natural hair in it, beſides the hair of four grey 
mares, which is as good as 10 ounces more. Why 
the long tail, Sir, is a yard in lengh: but, if you don't 
like it, Sir, Squire Upright your Landlord will have 
it: he has got one from London, Sir, that he does 
not hike half ſo well. | | 
W1ITwouD. 
No, Sir, this ſhall never come upon his head, if I 
can help it. Whar's the price of it? | 


 SHAVESQUARE. 

Ten Guineas, Sir, is the loweſt price, and I think 
it is richly worth fifteen. But your Father was a 
good cuſtomer before you, and I hope, Sir, I ſhall 
take 'more of your money. I | 

W1ITWOUD. 

Yes, Sir, that you ſhall. There's the money, 1 
an't hke ſome of the great folks, I never keep a, 
tradeſman out of his money.— | Rings the Bell. 
FE Enter Boy. Did you call, Sir? 

Tes, defire Mrs. WWitwond to walk this way a 
minute, Exit Bey. 


SHAVESQUARE, 
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SHAVESQUARE. 


| WiTwouvp. | 


Thank you, Mr. Shaveſquare, 1 wiſh you a good day 


SHAVESQUARE. . 
Sir, your moſt humble Servant. [Exit Shaveſquare. 
Enter Mrs. Witwoud. 


WiTwouD. | 
Well, my Dear, I have got a very handſome 


2019. Only think of my Landlord's wanting it. 


What is your opinion of it? 
| Mrs. WiTwoun., 
Why my Dear, I think it pretty modeſt. I can't 
fay I like them unmerciful Counſellor's wigs. If the 
tail, however, were about a quarter longer, it would 


not be the worſe for it, I believe. But it will da 


very well. If you ſhould not like it, you can buy 
another, you know, when you get to London. 


WITWOup. 


True, my Dear. But have every thing ready; 
all's fit on my ſide. I inſiſt on ſetting out at 3 in 


the morning at fartheſt. Pray ſend in Hodge to me. 


 WiTwoup. Salus. | Exit. Mrs. Witwoud. 


Now, I'm pretty eaſy.—I hope this journey will 


turn out well at laſt. It ought, indeed: for it will 


colt me a deal of money: but when a man has a 
view of preferment, money is his beſt friend. Let 


me ſee. Four hundred pounds will not be enough, 


I muſt take another hundred; for I muſt not be 
baulk'd of a good place, for want of a little money. 


Well, how my neighbours will laugh, when I am 


gone 


Sir, I wiſh you both a good journey, and a happy 


Teturn. 
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gone! poor ignorant creatures! they little think of 
my being ſure of a place, I ſuppoſe.— Well, I ſhai} 
ſpend very little time in the Country, I imagine, 
after this. My father, to be ſure was an honeſt 
man, but no Schemer: had he had any ambition, 
he might have got a good place long before he 
died. But here comes Hodge. | 


 WiTwoup. {Enter Hodge. 
Well, Hodge, is every thing ready now? You 
muſt have the coach at the door to morrow morning 
by 5 oClock. | 0 
| Hop GE. | . 
J am ready, Sir; but I wiſh you would take a 
hand-chain. | | 


WirTwovur, 
Goto bed with your Nonſenſe, and get up in the 
morning. | | [Exit Hodge. 
Exit Witwoud, 


Now I'll to bed myſelf. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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| | A C & III. 

SCENE I. Witwouds Houſe. 

Enter Mary, and Kate. {crying } 

Marv. | 

Oh Kate! J have not got one wink of ſleep to 
ug, nor yet Hodge, I dare ſay. How the poor crea- 
ture ſqueez'd my hand at parting, as tho he would 
have grip'd it through, then cry'd !ike a man, while 
the boy (that curſt boy will be hang'd, JI fear) kept 


laughing all the time, when it would have melted a 
beart of ſtone. - | 


0 


KATE. 


Ay, I'm ſure my eyes are ſwelPd too. Poor crea- 


ture, I thought he would never have done kiſſing me. 
I hope however, he will be ſafe enough. — 


Marv. | 
| Ay, but he kiſs'd me firſt, and promis'd to 
marry me, as ſoon as he came home. 
| 1 
So he promis'd me, and I will believe him. 1 
dream'd he got his head broke, but I've no great faith 
in dreams. | en] 
MAR. 
Nor I. But that new coach horſe (plague take my 
Meafter's maggots) made Hodge run the Wheel bump 
againſt the poſt, as he was driving out of the yard. 


The glajs rattled: Meaſter ſwore: Miſtreſs ſqueak'd, 


and that wicked boy laughed. Hodge cry d, and had 
almoſt fallen off his ſeat. I'm ſure I wiſh them all 
a ſafe return, | 
5 | KATE. 
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Lac. © 

And I too. But Mary, as we're like to be ters, 
let us not differ I pray, Y 


MARY. 


1 ſhan' t diſagree, not I. But as Hodee 3 promisꝰd 
me firſt, I only inſiſt to be firſt in every thing. 


KATE 


Mell, with all my heart; as Hodge likes. But 
let's go to breakfaſt. We ſhall have a fine time 
on't now for 5 or 6 months.— — 


MAR. 
Lud! I ſhall think the time long: but let's to 
breakfaſt. . [ Exeunt Mary and Kate. 


1 ai 
_ — 


1 —— — — ”=- — 


SCENE. II. An Ixx on the road. 
Enter Mrs. Sharper and Hodge WWhiſtling. 
. Mrs SHARPER. 
Did you call, Sir, I pray? 
HopGE. 


No, Mrs; I whiſtled: but can you get breakfaſt 
for myſelf and another, and a Parliament-man's 
kinſman and his wife. You mult make haſte, or 
* will run you through the Guts.— | 


Mrs. SHARPER. 


Yes Sir. — It ſhall be ready immediately. — 
. vit Mrs. Sharper. 


Hock. 
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HoDpGe. 


* Sir, tho how well ſhe behaves! I ſuppoſe 
ſhe took me for a High Sheriff. If Meaſter wan't 
here, I could paſs for a Gentleman my ſelf. Yes 
Sir, I ſhall never forget that. 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Wirwovu. 


WiTwovud. 2 
Well, Hodge, have you ordered breakfaſt! ? 


Hopes. | 
Tes, Sir.— 
» 1 


Well then, go and look after the Horſes, and 
take care, that nothing be OM in the Coach.— 


Hops 

Yes Sir, tho? I ſhall never 5 that. 

| [Exit * 
Mrs. WiTwovd. 

Well, my Dear, Hodge, does not behave amiſs: 
only I've got a ſad pain in my head, by hitting ir 
againſt yours, when the blockhead ran the wheel 
againſt the Poſt, —— <= 

WITwovp. 

Oh! that will ſoon go off: the horſe was rather 
untractable. 

Enter Mrs. | CY 


Do your Honours chuſe tea or coffee? 


Mrs. Wir wou. 


Both, if you pleaſe Ma'am. (Exit Mrs. Sharper.) 
How polite theſe people on the road are! Your Ho- 
u but they are uſed to genteel company. 

G WiTwouD, 
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| W ITWOUD. 

Right, my Dear: there's ſo much fine Company 
comes here, that they know a Gentleman the mo- 
ment they caſt their eyes on him. 


Mrs. SHARPER. 


Pleaſe your Honours, Breakfaſt is ready. 
[ Exit Mrs. Sharper. 


Mrs. WiTwoud. 
Well, my Dear, lets to breakfaſt directly. Fate, 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Sharper. | 


SUARPER,; 


What company have we got here? I never ſaw 
ſuch a clown as the Coachman in my life: he has 
loſt a laſh of whip cord, and is bellowing like a bull, 
and charging our Hoſtler with theft. © 


Mrs. SHARPER. 


Why this 1 is a man of large fortune, they ſay, 
who is going to London to pay a viſit to his uncle 
a member of Parliament. 

'SHARPER, 


He may be a man of fortune, but he's no Gen- 
tleman, I imagine. He ſeems the firſt of his family 
that has rode in a Coach, and I —_ he'll be the 
laſt. 

Mrs SHARPER. 


Do but honour, him and I _ you may cheat 
him as you pleaſe. He is little uſed to travelling 
and provided you honour him, and hono ur him, at 
the making out the bill, you ay make what de- 


mands you like, 
Snanrkxz 


. ˙ mm . 
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: SHARPER, 
Well, come they've almoſt done breakfaſt—let's 
clear the room. I dffer'd his coachman tea, but he 


cry'd damn your ſtuff! Give me ſome beer and 


bread and cheeſe. He eat, I'm ſure, two pounds 
and drank two tankards 'of beer, and thought 
e on't.— 


Mrs. SHARPER. 


Well, his Maſter ſhall pay. that's all. But let's 
go, here they come. [ Exeunt, 


Mr. Witwoud to Mrs. Wit 


Well, my Dear, I've made a hearty breakfaſt. 

How clever the Girl hehav'd, that waited at table. 

1 don't love to be ſneaking; I gave her Half a 

Crown. But come, let's be gone, I ſhould like to 

reach London by Dinner time. | 1 
(Rings. Enter Sharper. ) 

SHARPER. 
Did your honour call? 


WrirTwou. 


Bring a bill, and deſire my man to get the coach 
to the Door, if you pleaſe, 


SHARPER. 
PII obey your honour dire&tly.— [ Exit Sharper 


Mrs. WiTwovud. 


Theſe people really behave 3 
muſt call here as we return. 


WII WoUD. 
Yes, my Dear, I intend it. 
8 2 


We 
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Enter Sharper with à Bill. 


Witwoud takes it and reads, 
Sir Jobn Witwoud, to Timothy Sharper; 
To breakfaſt for 4 and to corn and hay 14. 105. 
Well Sir, there is your Money. 
SHARPER. | 


Thank your honour: Your honours are both 
welcome. Pleaſe your honour, your Coach is ae 


the Door. - Good - journey to your honours. 


WITWOup. 


Thank you, Mr. Sharper. [ Eæit.] Well my 
Dear, theſe houſes are very obliging, but they are 


expenſive too, faith. 


Mrs. WiTwoupD. - 

Ay, my Dear, I don't grudge it, tho” it were twice 
the ſum. But come, let's ſet off, Hodge, I ſee, waits 
us at the Door. [ Exeunt both, 


Enter Sharper and Wife. 
SHARPER. 


Well, wife, they're gone. This morning's work 
is to erable. Damn it, if our Robin had not back'd 
the Coach out of the Yard, their clumſy driver 
wou'd have ſtuck there till now.—They will cut an 
excellent figure. in London.— Damn the fellow 
with his honour! I ſuppoſe, he was ne'er dubb'd a 
Knight before. | 


Mrs. SHARPER. 

Why we muſt obſerve our Gueſts, my Dear. 
People ſay ours is a knaviſn buſineſs: I ſay no: 
when a fellow has no money, we draw him no liquor 
and when we meet with a fellow that has plenty, 


why 
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why, to make ourſelves amends for the tuſtom we 
loſe in the Poor, we make his honour pay double. 
So we're even at laſt. 


SHARPER. 


Well, he promis'd to call, as he came wut if 
he does I'll. fleece him. unleſs he be fleze'd to my 
hand; but ſome body in London will certainly ſave 
me that trouble—— 


Mrs. SHARPER. 


Let's hope the beſt. Squire Shallow comes here 
to morrow; we muſt prepare for him. Damn the 
old rogue! if Idon't be even with him, I've no pre- 
tentions to my buſineſs. | JExennt, 


SCENE. III. / Ar Inn in Londbn. 


Enter Mr. and . Wirwoud, 


Wirwovd: 


Well, thank God, we're ſafe in London. But 
we mult order dinner, for I am plaguy hungry. 
Mrs. WiTwouD. 


And I'm very dry.—I Jhould like a glaſs of wine 
Bt. - — nl = ) 
Enter Qu ICKLY. 


What would you —_ to have Sir? 
| WITWOVp. 


66! FEE FARMER? Ss": 
 WirTwovuD. 
Bring us a pint of Liſbon.— 
| QuiCKLY. 
Yes Sir—> [Exit Puichla 
Mrs. WirTwoun. 


5 What Clowniſh people! there's nothing but ai | 
Sir here. HOY 
WITWOVup. 


So ! find: but Fl change my houſe, if oy 
don't mend their breeding. 


Mrs. Quick x. voitb wine. } 


What 1 your Lady ſhip pleaſe to have for 
dinner? 


Mrs. WITwoup. 
Some chickens, Ma'am, with ſome pork and 
greens. Will it be agreeable, Love. 
WITWo un. 
Yes, my Dear.— 5 
Mrs. W ITWOUD. 


And, if you pleaſe, Mrs. Quickly, make 4 or 5 
| Dumplings, for our ſervants will think ny have no 
dinner without them. 


Mrs. QuickLy. 


Dumplings, Madam! I beg your Ladyſhip's pardon, 
but really I don't know what they are. Some new 
Fr ench Diſh, is it, Madam? 


Mrs. WITWwOu p. 


Bleſs me! not know what a dumpling is! why it's 
in the form of a Pudding, and of thef ze of a foot-ball. 


Mrs. QuickLy. 
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Tl do my beſt to oblige your Ladyſbip. 
[Exit Mrs. Quickly. 


Enter H ODGE. { Roaring. } 


O Lud, Sir! what a damn'd bieviſh place this 
London *, why, I did not turn my back Half round, 
before pop went my great coat; that's ſtolen.—I laid 
down my hip, and a long hair'd pale fac'd raſcal 
whipp'd it up.—1 ſee'd him and gave him ſuch a lick 
as be is little uſed to, 1 ſuppoſe. I wiſh I was at 
zo hoam again. 

WITrwWOvup. 
You ſt look ſharp Hodge.—You ſhall carry 
letter aſter dinner to my Uncle: any body will dir ect 
you to him: but pray, inquire what ſort of a houſe 
we are in. I have upwards of 400%. in Caſh, and 
ſhould be loth to loſe it. 


HO DGE. 


Oh Sir! we are ſafe. The Hoſtler tells me, a 
great many Gentlemen frequent here. It's calPd the 
looſe petticoat in petticoat alley, | 
| Mrs. WiTwovud. 


Mind your behaviour to my Undle, Hodge. he is 
a Parliament-man.— 


Hop GRE. 
If, he were a ling, I don t care: but 1 muſt mind 
my horſes.— 3 
WI TWO p. 


Do that, what ever you do. Come, my Dear, 
whilſt Dinner is a Cooking, III ſtep and buy me a 
coat. ** you walk ? 


Mrs. WIrwoup. 
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Mrs. WiTwouD. 
With all my heart, my Dear.— [Exeunt both 
Enter Quickly and Wife. 


| Quick x. 
Well, wife, if we take care, we may make ſome- 
thing of theſe people. I have been liſtning in the 
Lobby to their diſcourſe, and I find they have come 
to town on a viſit to an uncle, one Sir Samuel Gripe 
a Parliament-man, and have brought 4 or 500%. 
to buy a place. But as they neither know him, 
nor where to find him, ſhall we loſe fo fair an op- 
portunity, without turning it to our advantage, 


Mrs. QuicKkLyY. 


I have it: I ſhall have an opportunity preſently 
of talking to her: Pl] tell her I know Sir Samuel 
very well, and where to find him: then you know, 
I can give the Coachman my directions. This 
Sir Samuel ſhall be Jack Watchfull our Sharper. 
Let it be your buſineſs to provide -Fack with cloaths, 
and he'll do their buſineſs. Pl1l warrant him. But 
here they come. Let's away. [ Exeunt. = 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Witwoud. 
| W ITWOUD. 


He is a very civil man my Dear: ſtrange, that he 
ſhould know me at firſt ſight, tho I did not know 


him! Seventeen Pounds is the price, tho? the raſcal 


of a Taylor in the Country would have charg'd 2 5L. 
( Rings the bell) Enter Hodge. Well Hodge, I rang 
for my coat, but ſee you Rae brought it. 
Hopes. : | 
Your coat! I don't know what you mean. Sir 
| | Wirtwoup. 


— 
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;  _W1irTwouD. 
An't you miſtaken, Hodge? 
Hop GE. 
Not I, Sir. Why as big a fool as I am, I know 
a coat ſurely: this is a damn'd wicked place Sir: 
but you would come. Exit. 
W1ITwouD. 
As Tm alive, I've loſt it. That Taylor gave it 


to a man to bring it after me; well, after dinner I'll 
ſee about it — 


Enter QUICKLY. 
Your honour's dinner is ready, if you pleaſe.[ Exiz. 


WITWOup. 
Very well, we come. — [ Exeunt bath 
Enter Ruickly and Watchful. 
QUuICKL v. 


W ell, Jack, manage it handſomely, and a ſnug 

"00g." is yYOUrs.——- 
| WATCHFUL | 

Never fear Zack JVatchful, b the Ro/e 


near St. Paul's. There I wait your Commundly Exit. 


Haw Mrs. I. :twoud, and Mrs. Wickh. 
Mrs. W1Twoup. 


Will you be kind enough Mrs. Quichłly to favour” 


me with your company till Mr. Vitwoud returns? 
he has ſtepp'd to the other ſtreet for a little time, 
and will return inſtantly. | 

Mrs. QUicKkLY. : 


I hope me Ladyſhip will excuſe me: I'm in 
H ſuch 
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ſuch an odd drefs, that I'm not fit to bear your 
L.dyſhip company. 

Mrs. WiTwovuD. 


Oh! never mind that. Well, what news have 


vou got? what company have you here in the Af- 
ternoon ? 


Mrs. Qu1ckLy. 
Why this Afternoon, Ma'am, we ſhall have ſome 


very good company, Sir Samuel Gripe, Member of 
Parliament, and ſeveral other gentlemen of rank. 


Mrs. W1iTwovuD. 


Sir Samuel Gripe.! that's my uncle, and the 
man we want to ſee ; pray, what ſort of a Gentleman 


is he? 
Mrs. - Qu1 ICKLY. 
A very clever Gentleman indeed, my Lady 
Mrs. WITWOup. | 
Do you think he won't fail this Afternoon: ts 


Mrs. QuickLy. 


if he ſhould, "x can direct your Ladyſhip where 
to find him, and if your Ladyſhip thinks fit, yOu 
may ſend your coach for him. 


Mrs. WiTwovuD. 


Right, Mrs. Quickly. How lucky *tis we ſtopt 
here ! Pray where does my Uncle live? 


Mrs. QufcEL x. 


Sir Samuel Gripe, Ma'am, lives by the Roſe 3 in. 
St. Paul's Church yard. 


Enter Witwoud with @ Bundle. [ Exit Mrs. Quick. 
WiTwovD- 
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W1iTwounD, 
A pretty Job! ſeventeen pounds, my Dear gone 
for ever! what raſcally ſcoundrels theſe Taylors are! 
Icould neither find man nor coat, but I'm bilk'd; 
| Mis. Wird. 
Never mind it, my Dear: I've good news for you. 
Your work is done, and my Uncle is found. 


WITWOUVp. 


Good news indeed! How came you, my Dear, 
by the Diſcovery ? | 


Mrs. WITWOUpD, 


By mere chance: the Landlady who knows him, 
expects him here this Afternoon, and tells me, lie lives 
by the Roſe Tavern near St. Paul's. Now juppole 
we diſpatch Hodge for him my Dear. 

WITWO Up. 

With all my heart: I'Il give him a direction. 

. | (Rings. | Enter Suickty, 

Be ſo good as defire my ſervant to come here, 

5 Quickly, Yes Sir. 


Enter Hop GRE. 
WIiTWOUD, 


Take this direction, Hodge, and go with the Coach 
for my Uncle, The direction, obſerve it, is to 
Sir Samuel Gripe Member of Parliament, II lives 
by the Roſe Tavern, near St. Paul's. But if you be 
at any loſs, aſx any Body you meet, and they will 
put you right: and if my Uncle ſhould happen to 
put any queſtions to you, anſwer him frankly, and 
be not afraid. I , 
We H 2 FHoDGEs 
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HO DGE. 


| Not I, Sir: let me alone for him: but Sir, have 
you recover'd your coat? 


WITwovup. 
No more than you did yours, Hodge. But I 


don't mind it now. — 


Hop. | 
A wicked place this, Sir! A damn'd thieviſh 
place. | Exit Hodge 
WITWoup. 


Now, my Dear, it's proper we ſhould go dreſs. 

I was ſo cunning as to bring home this coat myſelf; 
a curſed place this London is, ſurely ! 
Mrs. WiTwoup. 

It's time, indeed, we were preparing to receive 
my Uncle as genteely as we can. Exeunt both 
Enter Quickly and Wife. 

Wie“ 
Well, they are gone to dreſs, and their lubberly 
coachman has ſet out for their Uncle's. 


Mrs. QuiCcKkLY. 


Jack muſt diſpatch this buſineſs immediately, and 
ſo let's be rid of them to night. This Witwoud, 
I dare ſwear, it ſome young Devil of a Farmer that 
has more money than wit, who never law London 
before, and is likely to pay dear for his viſit — 


QUICKLY. 


So he will, I believe. I've got a moſt delightful 
| ſuit of Cloaths for Jack: the fellow will appear 


Ake 
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like a Prince. But here they come down ſtairs: 
let's be gone. | Exeunt. 


Enter WiTWoUD. Brest d. 


Theſe women take a monſtrous time in dreſſing. 
1 wiſh now, my Uncle would appear. I'll puſh him 
home at once, and know my fate W your 
ſervant, Mrs. Witwoud. 
Enter Mrs. Wirwovp. 


Well my Dear, you look like a king. That coat 


becomes you amazingly well. If the fail of your 
wig had been a little longer, you would have been 
moſt compleatly dreſs d. 1 don't care now, tho' my 
Uncle were come. How do you like me, my Dear! ? 


WiITwoOowDUD. 


pretty well; only your hair, I think, ſtands ra- 
ther like a hay-cock: you have rather too much hair 
in my opinion. : 

1 Enter Quick v. 


Pleaſe your honour, your Uncle is in the next 


room. 
| 'Wirwovud. 


Send in my man.— 
ies. „ 
Tes, Sir [ Exit Quichly. 
OW Enter Hopes. | 

Lagd, Sir! an Angel! a King! never, Sir, in this 
varſal world did I ſee ſuch a man. Now, Sir, don't 
forget my place. [ Exit Hoage. 

Enter Sharper as Sir Samuel Gripe. 
SHARPER. 


1 preſume, Sir, Four name is J/itwoud. I have 
net 


—— — —— 33 . 
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not. the honour of your. perſonal acquaintance, 
but as I underſtand you are my Relation, I ſhall be 
ud: of that * But excuſe me, Sir, I ſurely 

now this Lady. I am overjoy'd, my dear neice, 
to ſee you: the perfect image of my ſiſter! Excule 
me, Sir; Pardon my weaknefs.— : 

: Mrs. WiTwovuvD. | N 

My. Dear Uncle: Oh, Huſband! this is my own 
uncle] fo like my mother! my dear, dear uncle Gripe 
my Aunt Sally is new married; my father is lately dead, 
and my Couſin Molly, you knew her, Sir.— 

F S HARPER. 

Pray, my Dear, don't mention any more: T can't 
bear to hear it: it touches me to the very ſoul.— 

Fo But tell me; what was the 
motive of your coming to Town? WES 

| Mrs. WITwovp. 

Why, Sir, to be ſhort: we heard you was a 
Member of Parliament, and ſo came to town, to try 
by your Intereſt to procure a good place. | 


SHARP R. 


Why, I'Il be frank with you. — There is a place 
of 3ooof. à year, to which I can recommend you, 
Sir; but it will be expenſive; the procuring it will 
coſt you 500Y. If you can afford fo much, I believe 
you may be ſecur'd in it to night. | 
3 WirTwoup. 

Sir, I have not above 400/. I hope Sir, you'll 

uſe me well. : | 


x SHARPER. 
Well, Sir. for the fake of relationſhip, III advance 
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the odd hundred. But to night it muſt be done, or 
you may wait for ſuch a place again, God knows, 


ha long. 
WITWOup. 


My Dear, fetch down the Money, and give it to 
your Uncle. Now, Sir, my Servant expects a place 
too; a ſmall one will do for him.—He is a poor 
man, Sir; and can afford no money — _ 

i | [ Exit Mrs. Witwoud, 

| | SHARPER, . 

When you are ſettled in your Office, it will be in 
your power to make him happy. | 

Enter Mrs. Witwoud. (with the Money. 
Mrs. WITWOVup. 
There, my Dear, is the Money. Preſent it to my 
Uncle with a thouſand thanks. — What a happineſs 
it is, to be related to great people! | 
Witwoud having giving Sharper the Money, 
Rings and Quickly Enters. N 
QUICKLY. : -. 
Did you call, Sir ? Er: 
55 WITWO UPD. 
Bring a bottle of wine. 55 
1 QUICKLY. 
Yes, Sir. [Exit Quickly, and enters with wine.) 
| WirwouD. 8 
Fill the Glaſſes, Landlord. — 
| SHARPER. * 

Come, Mr. Witwoud, your health: Ny | 

Dar 
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Dear Niece. To morrow, I expect to have the plea- 
ſure of ſeeing you both at my houſe. In the mean 
time you will be book'd to night, and to morrow, 
Sir, you enter into poſſeſſion of gooof,. 4 hear. 


Mrs. WITWOuup. | 
Thank you, my Dear Uncle. I drink your health. 
7] WiTwovud. | ; 


Sir Samuel, your health : but pray, Sir what f 
place is mine to be ? N 
S8 SHARRER. 
As to that Sir, we muſt caſt lots, and you muſt { 
take your chance: but as the Salaries are all equal, : 
that ſignifies little. To morrow, however, you ſhall . 
know: I'll be at home on purpoſe for you all the 
morning, and at preſent I'll ſet about your bu- 8 
ſineſs without loſs of time. So good night. \ K 
Mr. and Mrs. Witwoud. | 
God bleſs you Sir! we return you a thouſand _ 1 
thanks. | [Exit Sharper. =: 
| WrITwovuD. | 
What a glorious man, my Dear, this Uncle of 
yours is! Damn it, I ſhall ſee the king to morrow : 1 


ten to one I drink tea with him in the afternoon. 
3 Mrs. WiTwoup. | 
Ay, my Dear this was my doing. What a for- i 
tune your wife has brought you now? | 5 7 

| Enter Hop GE. I. 

O Lud, Sir! Q Lud! O Lud! is be gone? Loft, 
ruin'd, tricked, and undone, Sir | what ſhall we do Sir? 
Ob! if we had never left whoam? Lord, what will 
Mary ſar? wy poor old Meaſter's money! Rogue! 
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raſcal! villain! cheat! your money s ome a 200 aner 
a damm d cheat, Sir, 
|  WrTwound. 
You drunken puppy, what do erm mean? 
HO DGE. 
O Lud Lud Sir! he's not your Uncle: not in- 


deed, Sir.— 
oer 


Hold your bellowing you fool: don't t your Mi- 


ſtreſs know. her Uncle? 
HoDGE. 


þ No, no, ſhe don't Sir. The Landlord and Hoſtler 
quarrel'd, and the Hoſtler ſays, he's a ſharper, and 


no Uncle of yours. 
) | | W1TWwouD. 


How!— Upon my foul, my Dear, if you don't 


know your uncle, we're in a fine pickle. Send in 


the Landlord, Hodge.— Exit. 
; Mrs. WITWOVup. | 


Surely, my Dear, I ſhould know him- Eur 


I am not quite certain. 
WrITWwouD. 


Not quite certain! we've made a damn'd Job of 
it, Pm afraid. — 
; Enter QUICKLY, 
Did you call me Sir? 
WirTwovup. 
Are you — Sir, that this was Sir Samuel Gripe? 
QuicKkLY. 


Why Sir, Ican't be Ak wan oy call him Sir 
Samuel Gripe— 


| { Wrrwovp 


7 
— — y 


/ : 8 885 2 . "ES, : 
wh out e e W. fete ds: 


- Fairly cheated indeed, we tha be 1 and 
f talk: but be hot low ſpi ted, my Dear. 
I was as much to blame as you. Well, we m 


quit London immediately, and by induſtry and fru- | | 


gality ftrive to repair this loſs, and lighten our te. 
preach.” Make out your bill Landlord, and let's 


5 ts | Eur. Vici. 
i.. WIT wou p. 


f 5 O my Dear, 1 ſhall never forgive mp, 6. 
what I did was with a good Intent. 


STE WIT WO Up. . - 


Be not emed love. We have both ated: a 


ridiculous part, but furely, you han't been ne In 
the 280 then IJ. 


1 Enter Ruickly qoith a 75 . 


5 in your Coach is at the Door, and your bill a- 
mpunts to ten Pounds. But I have pity with the 
unfortunete, and as I hope for your favour after- 
wards, I'll charge only five, and mak you,—Your 


[ 


humble Servant Site 8 Ex. e 15 4 


l * 


Ho; DGE. 


_ «The Coach f is "wad Sir, and 1 let's depatt, as 
018 as the few brains we have ir. hs Dx not 
| knock'd * „ 


„Wir 3 
0 ome e my Dear, ber t's away. 


-  Ambition's wi * hes) 72 
But thank my Hars, that I've been ieth'd; in me. 
How east is to. liſt du thoughts on High! | 


* 


* 
7 


* 


80 


. But ſoon thee e foug i imaginations die.———- 1 


* 


25 . -Seem, what you Are: And keep to that old e 


Learn Witwoud's caſe, and never play the Fool. e, ; 9 
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